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* * *

><p>Conviction<p>

The heavy flap of a wyvern's wing and the whinny of a pegasus shifted her gaze to the skies. Not out of curiosity and awe but out of pure instinct. Heavy flapping of any kind was the prelude to death for any cavalryman. One swoop from a diving pegasus or wyvern meant impalement or a quick beheading. But she couldn't help but smile once she heard the riders' constant bickering, even from so high above.

"THAT'S NOT HOW YOU FLY CIRCLES, YOU HOSHIDAN BIRD BRAIN." A young girl's voice said.

"OH YEAH, THEN TELL ME HOW TO FLY THEN YOU LIZARD GIZZARD EGGNOG." A trembling deep voice retaliated.

"YOU CAN'T EVEN INSULT ME RIGHT."

And it seemed that his pegasus neighed in agreement. She let out a soft chuckle—Peri never thought that she would have her own vassals protecting her, especially ones as lively as the two circling above. Just shy of three and a half years ago, she was in their shoes protecting Crown Prince Xander. Along with Laslow, she was one of the most feared and brutal commanders of the Nohrian Royal Guard. She would be the one eviscerating; impaling those who she saw was a threat to her liege and kingdom. And she _definitely_ enjoyed her line of work.

She was feared in the battlefield. Hated.

Even by her fellow soldiers.

The majority of the army only knew her as the Blue Witch. An title of fear and disdain added unnecessary weight to her already burdened and fragile heart. Both of her Nohrian and Hoshidan peers spoke behind her back. Despite Prince Xander's and Corrin's efforts talking and disciplining the united forces, it didn't make the insults and words of the masses hurt any less. It took a lot of convincing from her husband and Hinoka to convince her to at least leave the person that confronted her _alive_.

_"Look at that knight, disrespecting her liege like that. She is unworthy of her station!" _

_"Stay away from that psychotic wench!" _

And those were the most common insults she heard at the mess hall. It once got to the point where she treated the jeers and whispers like dishes in a menu—the insults, the sharp words were served on different days.

But not even the words of a Nohrian prince and the leader of their army stopped her from being alienated by the rest of the army.

Even so, she made a good number friends along her journey—people that simply didn't care about who she was. Laslow and Selena were a breath of fresh air, seeing that they were one of the first people to be genuinely accepting of someone like her. It was as if they were already used to her sort of eccentricity. Kagero and Benny were also pretty nice to her, although they inherently disagreed with her amoral stance both on and off the battlefield. Prince Leo even lectured her on the concept of right and wrong, even though she never really grasped that concept too well. It was stab enemy, stab enemy, Prince Xander tells her to stop. And the cycle repeated again and again.

In the end they didn't matter much to her. Just hearing Corrin tell her: "I love you" made it easier for her to go through her day-to-day activities. Made it easier for her to mute the rest of the army. She didn't fight for them. She fought for him and his noble cause since love, in her mind, was the best remedy for the mild pain she kept sweeping under the rug.

She let out a relaxed sigh and ran her fingers across Kana's hair, brushing loose strands aside to see her sleeping, cherub face. She looked so cute, she thought. It was hard to believe that her little girl just became six years old. Three years in the Deeprealm for every year it passes in Hoshido and Nohr. She noticed the tips of Kana's blue hair were already turning bright rosy pink. Peri couldn't help but smile that she inherited her hair, just like she did with her mother.

But she felt genuinely guilty that she couldn't spend much time with her only daughter, especially with the war they still had to finish. She already missed her first two birthdays. She missed her first steps. She missed so much from her little Kana's growth. She wasn't one to hold back her emotions. That made her who she was, after all. Her chest tightened and her eyes felt like they were about to burst, thinking about missing so much time with her daughter. Then the stray thought of her murdered mother came to disturb her peace. Then the thoughts that if something happened to her during the war, she would leave Kana alone like her mother did. Why did those thoughts have to appear now, she thought. Peri certainly didn't want that fate to befall on her daughter.

Kana definitely did not deserve that. She needed her Mama.

Peri cried. But instead of her usual loud shrieks of sadness or discontent, her display was softer. Quieter. The shriek that her retainers were used to was missing, her shoulders shuddered heavily in its stead. She took one deep breath, closing her eyes and wiping away her tears with the sleeve of her dress. Her eyeliner left a dark smudge on her white sleeve. It was the first time that she controlled her tears and outburst. She didn't want Kana to wake up and she definitely did not want her to worry about her pain.

She never controlled her tears for anyone, not even for Corrin.

Looking at her daughter's peaceful face, she started doubting her role. What kind of mother was she? Shouldn't she just stay in the Deeprealms with her? Raise her like any normal parent would? Why should she even bother fighting? The love for her daughter certainly overshadowed her duty as a knight and retainer to Prince Xander. But on the other hand, the man she loved was still fighting for the two nations to be free of war and she had to be by his side no matter what.

There were choices that she should make. One path led to her making her daughter happy, but at the same time, unable to protect her beloved husband. And the other, to leave their daughter sad and lonely while they fought constantly, uncertain if they would even return to see their daughter alive. Suddenly, Kana stirred from her nap and looked at her with sleepy yet vibrant eyes.

"Mama?" The little girl said. Peri gently sat her up and kissed her cheek.

"Yes, my sweetie pookie-ums?" And with a very bright grin and a missing front baby tooth, Kana simply said:

"I love you, Mama. Don't leave too soon, okay?"

She quickly embraced her daughter tightly, jolting the young girl awake. Though the little girl was confused with her mother's sudden burst of affection, she returned it all the same. Even though she was too young to comprehend the impact of her words, Peri's convictions were confirmed and her decision would stand.

"And I love you too, my little flower girl." She said, nudging her head closer to her daughter's.

"I promise I won't ever leave."

* * *

><p><strong>AN:**

Hey I'm not dead. A shorter, unrefined piece with Peri and Kanna. I just have a bunch of other things to do in the real world. Daughter in Preschool, Fates, Overwatch. Uhh, getting sick.

So yeah. I like Peri. She reminds me a lot of my wife. Except not as shrieky but she gave a ton of love everyday when she was here.

Hope you guys enjoyed this short piece!  
>- SRA<p> 


End file.
